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HY clos'd like Janus' is Apollo's fane, 
And ſcarce a muſe is heard on Britain's plain? 
Why barr'd the gates, why ſmother'd ev'ry fire? 
Where's Wnakrox's pipe? has Mason broke his lyre? 
Where fighs fad Gay in his elegiac ſtrain ? 
Has penſive GREY no reaſon to complain? 
And where is AK REN SIDE where ARMS TRONG's mule ? 
Does Phoebus all but healing arts refuſe ? 
Mute are great OSSIAN's ſons : do all diſown 
An injured country, and inſulted throne ? 
B | : | Not 


Not Caledonia's wrongs provoke difdain, | 
1 3916 mi) 10 20! 
Nor indignation baſe one maply rin! my 


Since fear or prudence checks each wiſer bard, 
Een numbers may perhaps like mine be heard : 
Tis not the magic of the Muſes' ſong, | 


Not the bright glowing thought, th expreſſion b e 
Nor all their Siren melody which fire 71 öl Hor 


24 4 11% * / it, | 
My deal bi tis the freedom they inſpire. 


Some all miſdceming of ch Aonian ground, 


Think ſacred poeſy Conſiſts in found, 


The flow har monious, a the clink off rhime, Alle 
Where each pick d Hllable —_ K* NN 


And gently gliding ev * line muſt paſs 


Smooth as the ſurface of fore po- d gdf uno Sus 


No rough expreſſion tho! to paint a _ 
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A broken a or a Cyclops form. ls o, bed. ao 
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Many there are, who . the fabling mood; 
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Where little is expreſs' 15 * underſtood : 
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The ſons of Comus, and * feſtive mirth, 


May bleſs the day which gave to Aust birth * > 


Who hate all leflons but with humour bange, 


May laugh with him and be with pleaſure taught, 


3 8 
Diſpens' d by Phoebus in ari angry hour _ | 
Alas, I fear the mighty ſpirit's fled, 

And ſoul of Satire is with Cyurcrili dead : 
O! had he ne&er debauch d the facred Ni ine 


To poliſh falſhood with their art divine; 3 


But ftill employ'd the gen'rous fire of youth, 
To cheriſh virtue, and: give wings to truth, 
To raiſe young merit, and correct the ſtage, 
Or paint with keeneft wit 4 treacherous age ; 
Then had we all approv'd his honeſt plan, 


Admir'd the poet,---and eſteem'd the man. 
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Some love to read of high and mighty things, 5 


Of ſaction's leaders, and of would-be kings; 
Tho' plots, cabals to hiſtory belong, 


When MonwouTn roſe, MonwovTn, that giddy fool, 


By AsHLEY tutor'd in ſedition's ſchool, 


In foul rebellion's crimes his hands imbru'd, 
And ſought, vain parricide, a father's blood; 


Dxvpen firſt join'd to ſatire Epic fire, 
Snatch'd with ſucceſsful hand the PARIAN * he, 
And gave in loudeſt notes to lateſt times, 


1564 
A MonmouTH's folly, and. MM wr + crimes. 


Old SnirrEN next pour'd forth a' genuine ſtrain, 
To tell the factions of his 'Anna's reign: 


When W aLeort fell, and titled Poli roſe; 
To crown the triumph of great Oxrokp's foes: ; 


* Archilochus born at Paros. 


Then 


(7) 
Then old Canal 8. ſon Sir HANBRVY ſhewd . — ame, 


How wit and ſatire might become an ode. 


Could themes like theſe provoke th Aonian quire 
To arm ſome vot'ry with Alcæus' lyre, 


And make him echo from the ſacred; hill 


In notes fo pleaſing that they pleaſe us ſtill? 
And ſhall not ALBION trembling, pale, bow'd n 


By lawleſs riot, weeping for her crown, 
One faithful muſe afford, at ſuch a tine, 
To ſooth her anguiſh with a gentle rhime? 
Had I the noble rage no courtly tool ii 
Nor train'd in bbs n ner I flatt'ry's ſchool ;; 
On Pindus' hill. I'd take my daring ſtand, 
And hurl my vengeance for-an-injur'd land; 
Wake mad ambition from its golden dream, 
And furtheſt Albion ſhould my honeſt theme 
If not my numbers praiſe.---I quit the field, 
And ſuch high ſtrains to loftier poets yield: 


(8) 
„ 991v19E Iotdist 
My feeble muſe affects f: ar humbler | ys, | 
HSH Dis! 


And only friendſhip can inſpire her lays, 


Whilſt you, my friend, in queſt of health have x un 5 


To ſouthern regions and a warmer ſun; 
Wiſely conſigning this ungrateful ſhore | 

'To vice, to folly, and to mad uproar ; : | 

I court the Siſters in this calm retreat, 

And what they dictate to my friend repeat. 
You aſk why all this vole? Who, what am 15 
Why faction aim at me? why forge the lie 7 

I ſtand in nb man's way, 1 filt no ſtalls; 

With me no places, not a ribbon falls. 


I'll tell thee, HoLLanD, in theſe Minen times, 


"Tc $4 {31 1 
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Truth, courage, honour, honeſty are crimes * 


8 


And you convicted by your country 
And bleed you muſt by hw of Gornini's 1 


Where order, decency, reſpect for kings, 
Religion, law, are held but flavith things, 
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(9) 
By faithful ſervice would you gain Fenpwn ft, - 


\ 


To lend aſſiſtance to a legal crown; 
A crown, which ev'ry blooming virtue bears, 
And, (long may heav n protect,) an ALezeD wears, 


Is treaſon deem'd---and to ſupport the laws „ 3 8 1 
With ſenſe or ſpirit, ſtyld a ſervile cauſe: : 5 wr. ; lO 
So true the maxim and the old , 1 ; 1 
« The ſovreign's rebel is the people's faint,” 

This your firſt failing, this the crimſon ſpot; A 


With ſons of faction this your fouleſt blott 
This marrs each virtue, blackens ey” ry deeds. | _ 
For this ſhould Manana; this, ſhou d HowLanp bleed. 


Next, how at Hapwrenam: let the Muſes tell, 15 4 fs 15 
A ſon gainſt Gornau s. idol dar d rebel; ee. La 45 = 
By GoTran's laws the Bible i Is revers'd, 1 . 
And for the progeny the parent curs d. 
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You too a ſtone WEE dt to | Min $ fame, Armen ee, 
And paid due honour to a libell'd name. 


When 


(10) 
When proud Aucusrta law her ſons RT” 


By a fair form in falſe attire array'd; 
pen Thames infected, her amphibious crew, 


From her long teeming ſhores pour'd forth to view, 


The hardy offspring of the jetty mine, 

From Tees, from Humber, and the coaly Tyne; 
When ſacred TRHEuIE' ſelf was ſcarce obey d, | 
And drew reluctant from its ſheath the blade 'Y 
I/hen AlBlox trembled for her deareſt cauſe, 
Her boaſted Charter, and her plan of laws, 
Her ſenate's freedom, -and her ancient throne, 
And almoſt ſaw a monarch, not her own. 
"Twas then, O HaxLEVY, we thy worth confeſs'd, 
Thy virtues rev'renc'd and thy ſtation bleſs d; 


Lia ego In ſation great, but greater far in mind, 


Like ſome ſage pilot in the rudeſt wind, 


When angry clouds collect th' impending ſtorms, 


And ſableſt night the face of heav'n deforms, 
Calm and ſecure who at the helm preſides, 


Steers the weak bark and in the whirlwind rides. 
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Thus 
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Thus you, to ALBION, was the common friend, 


On you we ſaw her vows, her hopes depend: 
What to thy worth ungrateful crowds deny'd, 
HoLLanD on Thanet's chalky cliffs ſupplied. 


Of fancied virtues let the proud and vain, 
Raiſe coſtly temples to th' ideal train: 
To real merit the diſcerning few 


Diſpenſe the meed to public honour due.. 


The tyrant mob no contradictions bear, 

Not more infallible the papal chair; 

Hence vulgar odium---ſhall I next explain 

Who blows the embers and who lights the train? 

Tis the mere ſpite of one, nor think it more 

Though millions waft the lie from ſhore to ſhore ;; 

Of one, who is of all bad men the worſt, 

Of dark deſigning Catiline's the firſt, 

A Jxsurr Born, for plots and treaſon fit, "Pm Burke 
A young AchrrorhEL without his wit. 


C | What 


(22) 
What, though to you no buſts Or ſtatues riſe, EF 7 


No golden box conveys the ſpecious prize; : 
No thronging | crauds, ſalute, no loud huzza, 
No popularity has mark'd your day: 

What is it all? It is the breath of fools, 

The loweſt far bf bad Ambition's tools: 

Ir is what honeſt men muſt all deſpiſe, 

What Kknaves abuſe, and only fools will prize: 
*Tis Whig, tis Tory, Jacobite by turns, 


And in each angry zealot boſom burns : 
*Twas Pat's, twas Pultney's---but the gracious touch 
Blaſts the frail flow'r, no peſtilence ſo much : 
It was SacutvRELL's, now, O Wilks, tis thine; 
It may be BixcLey's,----and it may be mine. 

Though Falsnoop rules triumphant for a while, 
Torn is baniſh'd from her once-lov'd ifle; 


Though Hydra Matics arm her. ſnakey crew. Ts 
Bid rear their heads, and point their ſting at you; 81 
Though Envy now prepare the poiſon'd dart, | E. 


Well pleas'd to aim it at a gen'rous heart; 


Though 


123 


Though black InczaTtrupr, ' (which ſtamps iliforace 
By far the fouleſt on the human' race, 


Makes good men, ſhudd'ring, almoſt wiſh to change 


Their nature, with the beſtial herd to range; 


PRIDE and REVINOE, (which never can forgive 

The lib'ral hand by which their vot'ries live,) 

Conſpire with all the fiends to ſtab your fame, 

And ſtain with deepeſt die your injur'd name: 

If ought J read aright, nor Spite nor Rage, 

Shall blurr hereafter your hiſtoric page: 

Your worth reviv'd ſhall in your ſons appear, 

Your nervous ſenſe applauding ſenates hear 3 

Your parts, your fpirit all mankind avow, 

And ſtrict veracity your foes allow. Ik 

Your praiſe, ſome ſeaſons hence, when tyrant Death 

With clay-cold hand has ſeal'd your glowing breath; 

And Envy, ſure attendant on the brave, 

Is wrapt for ever in your Glent grave 51 

Shall ſhine in record fair; and chaplets green, 

Each year renew'd, ſhall o'er thy tomb be icen : 
C2 


WisDom 


Lite, 1 
W1spom and Chakrrv to thee ſhall give 
A laſting fame, and bid thy memory live: 


Then Txurn, now filenc'd, ſhall ariſe once more, 


Erect her ſtandard, and reſume her pow'r. 
O Taurn! before whoſe altar here J ſtand, 

And pledge, like Hannizar, my baby hand; 

Let not Cass AxpRA's * cruel fate be mine, 

To gain no credit at the ſacred ſhrine; 

Nor thou, whene'er I aim, thy aid refuſe, 

Myſelf amuſing, others to amuſe ; 
But when in rhime I waſte an idle hour, 


And to the triflers give one trifler more; 


Still guide my words, and all my thoughts inſpire, . 


And give me thine, if not the Muſe's fire. 
'Tis you direct each honeſt artiſt's ſkill, 
The painter's pencil, and the author's quill : 
The lip perſuaſive, and the pleader's tongue, 
On you is Reaſon and Conviction hung: 


Vera tamen ſi non et credita Teucris. 


* 
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Tis you that ſhould reviſe each Muſe's page, 
The maſk, the buſkin, or bold ſatire's rage: 
How vain all poets |'vain Hiſtorians too! 

Unleſs their moral or their ſubject's true. 

On this juſt baſis RarhAEIL fixt his claim, 

And roſe, with MitTon, to the crown of Fame. 
You guided Hocartna's hand, and Moriere's Bens 
To mark in comedy the ways of men; 

Where ſenſe and wit in ew ry ſtroke are found, 


And Vice and F olly ſmart beneath the wound. 


o Tavrz l for ever be the hallow'd word 
With rev'rence ſpoken, and with rev'rence heard: 
The only object, and the only end, 

To which our actions and our thoughts ſhould tend ; 
The firſt great cauſe of all: — 'twas that that ſaid 
The mighty Friar, and a wall was made. 
"Twas this bid order from confuſion riſe, 

Which £11'd the ocean, and unfurl'd the ſkies : 

D 
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Tis this by which we breath, we ſtand, we fall, 


Tis uz WHO 1s, tis Gop, tis ALL. in ALL. 
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